
 
YAKIMA VALLEY WPA NEWSLETTER 

MAY, 2007 
 

BUZZINGS AROUND THE PATCH 
   Well folks, the flying weather has arrived and from the buzz of airplanes over my house up on 
Naches Heights, I'd say that you have figured that out too.  Like most of you, when I hear a plane, I 
can't help but look up to see who or what is flying by, and every so often ,I recognize one of our WPA 
buddies.   Among those I have seen in the last month have been Steve Sundquist who shoots an 
occasional approach to a grass strip that lies just north of my place in his bright yellow Super Cub,  
Marv Pugh in his 152,  Todd Brahmans 172,  Bill Hudson's RV and when you hear him coming you 
have to look quick because that little ship is more like a bullet.  Then there is the roar of doc  
Holbrook's Lancair and when you hear him coming, run, don't walk because that ship hauls.  I've seen 
him in the distance several times and if I didn't know better, I'd swear from the speed the plane is 
moving that I was watching a jet.  I've spotted Ola and his Tiger only once.  He seems to like to fly 
west of me over Rimrock and the adjoining mountains.  I've never seen Lee Peterson's 182.  Seems like 
he prefers flying to distant places rather than just messing around.  I talked to him yesterday and he, 
Kay, and the Wickstroms had just gotten back from a flight to Cabo San Lucas by way of Mexicali and 
Mulege.  If I understood right, the flight took some 10 hours and they did it in one day! Marv Pugh and 

I hope to make that flight to Mulege sometime soon as well.  
Other than fly Lenny Krueger to Lewiston to pick up his Ag 
Cat, replete with rebuilt engine, I've done precious little 
flying.  As a thank you, Lenny's' wife, Ruthe, made me a 
beautiful shirt with pictures of airplanes all over it.  It is 
identical to the one Lenny usually wears at the Wings 
programs he has sponsored through the years.  Thank you 
Ruthe!!  This issue contains a piece sent to me by Bryce 
Hughes and I'm very pleased to be able to publish it here.  I 
inserted the picture of Bryce and his brother, Ethan---Bryce 
is on the left.  And we also have some QUESTIONS sent to 
me by Dennis Frantz.  I printed them in large type so you 
could easily answer them.  Right? 

 
PHASE TWO OF THE HANGARS HAS 

BEGUN 
 
   Now that the first four hangars have been completed, work has 
begun in earnest on the next four.  By the time these four are 
completed, these guys will be experts at hangar construction but I 
bet that they won't be too anxious to practice their new found 
skills on the construction of any more units.  This is a huge and 
expensive undertaking and I admire their dedication and 
willingness to freely give of their time. 

 
 



 
“LOVE AT FIRST FLIGHT” 

 
            It was a warm August morning in 1997. T he air smelled of fuel and oil while children and p arents 
anxiously waited to register at the makeshift desk just outside the large tan and white hangar. Just a  
few feet away, airplanes were constantly taking off  and landing with young passengers aboard.  
 As Bryce and Ethen Hughes walked to a table surrou nded by both kids and adults, they found 
themselves awestruck. It was a surprise from their father Ty. As he stood filling out forms for the yo ung 8 
and 9 year old brothers, the boys were amazed by th e sight of airplanes and helicopters  constantly 
departing earth. After the paperwork had been compl eted, the boys were assigned to a small group. 
A man then began to explain basic principles of aer odynamics as well as aircraft components. 
 Following the short ground school, the group was l ed to a blue and white airplane. As the boys 
were strapped into the back seat, a mixed sense of excitement as well as apprehension began to 
overcome them. In a matter of minutes, the doors we re closed and the engine roared to life. After 
what felt like an eternity to the two soon to be av iators, the plane slowly began to roll away from th e 
crowd and down the taxiway.  Just shy of the runway , the pilot began performing his pre-takeoff run-
up. As he meticulously scanned down his checklist, the young passengers watched as he checked 
aileron, rudder, and elevator movement, ran the eng ine up to 1,700 RPM on the tachometer, checking 
magneto and carburetor  heat operations with every movement and motion of the hand precise. 
Then, out of the blue, a voice rang out through the  headset “Eagle 4, runway two seven, wind calm, 
north departure approved, cleared for take off”. 
 What came next was an unforgettable moment for the  two boys. The pilot rolled the airplane 
onto the centerline of the runway. Bryce closed his  eyes as a nervous reaction. Suddenly, the engine 
growled and they could feel the movement of the air plane along the warm pavement beneath. Then, 
just as they began to feel the sweat roll down thei r faces, the ride became incredibly smooth. As Bryc e 
opened his eyes, he could not believe the view. Wha t they were seeing for the first time was the 
unforgettable sight of the earth from above.  As th ey began to look closer, they recognized familiar 
landmarks such as their elementary school, their fa ther’s place of employment,  and the Central 
Washington State Fairgrounds. As they continued, th ey began to notice how people and vehicles 
began to look more and more like insects. They felt  as though they could pick up the world and play 
with it as though it were their own personal toy. B efore they could take in all the scenery, the fligh t was 
drawing to a close. As the pilot began to slow the airplane and descend toward the runway, they 
were suddenly able to see a pasture filled with cow s as they lazily grazed on the lush green grass.  J ust 
as the tires kissed the smooth, warm asphalt of run way two-seven , the boys both knew with a 
saddening feeling that the ride was over.  
 Though they were back on the ground, their thought s and dreams were still soaring high in the 
clouds. As they taxied back to the mass of people w aiting, they both decided that they would 
become airmen. They had been bitten by the ever inf ectious “bug” and soon started studying 
anything and everything that had to do with aviatio n. 
 Now, 10 years later, you can still find Bryce and Ethen Hughes actively participating in the world 
of aviation.  Both brothers are now currently emplo yed with Yakima Aerosport, a newly formed 
company specializing in maintenance, rebuild, and p roduction of the PA-18 and Super 18 aircraft. 
With a shared desire to expose as many young men an d women as possible to the wonderful world of 

aviation, they have decided to form a non-profit 
organization in hopes of generating interest and 
motivation toward an aviation career for today’s yo uth. 
In addition, the young men are still active volunte ers in 
the E.A.A Young Eagles program, where Bryce, now a 
private pilot, hopes to fly at his first Young Eagl e’s rally 
later this summer. 
 Both brothers plan to pursue a career in the 
aviation industry. Ethen wishes become a licensed 
Airframe & Powerplant mechanic and hopes to one day  
become a commercial helicopter pilot, while Bryce 



plans to go onto college before pursuing his life l ong dream of flying fighter aircraft in the United States 
Armed Services.  
 Those who fly have a passion for sharing their lov e of aviation with others. You never exactly 
know how 15 minutes of your time and talent, couple d with a friendly smile and a few dollars in av-gas , 
can change a young persons life.  
  
 

 

QUESTIONS 
  

1. Disorientation happens in what main categorys?  What mental tools can 
be used and practiced to try and overcome these disorientations? 

     2. The B-29 flew at supercharged altitudes without the traditional turbo-
supercharger systems.  What is the engine configuration that allowed this 
airplane to fly at these altitudes?  Why has this configuration bot been used, 
altered, or continued? 
     3.  What was the class of this engine called? 

 

DATES 
 

   SPAGHETTI  FEED 
 

THURSDAY, MAY 24TH 
 

VOCATIONAL SKILL CENTER 
AVIATION FACILITY 

2520 W. WASHINGTON 
YAKIMA, WA. 

 
5:30-7:00 PM 

 
ONLY $5 PER PERSON 

 
Cheers, 
Uncle Bob 


